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" What a big knife for a small boy ! " she
said. She took it to please him. Then the
rooster flew out of the hen-house, and, shouting
to Archer to shut the door into the kitchen garden,
Mrs. Flanders set her meal down, clucked for
the hens, went bustling about the orchard, and
was seen from over the way by Mrs. Cranch, who,
beating her mat against the wall, held it for a
moment suspended while she observed to Mrs.
Page next door that Mrs. Flanders was in the
orchard with the chickens,

Mrs* Page, Mrs. Cranch, and Mrs. Garfit
could see Mrs. Flanders in the orchard because
the orchard was a piece of Dods Hill enclosed ;
and Dods Hill dominated the village. No words
can exaggerate the importance of Dods Hill. It
was the earth ; the world against the sky ; the
horizon of how many glances can best be computed
by those who have lived all their lives in the same
Tillage, only leaving it once to fight in the Crimea,
like old George Garfit, leaning over his garden
gate smoking his pipe. The progress of the
sun was measured by it ; the tint of the day laid
against it to be judged,

" Now she's going up the hill with little John/7
said Mrs, Cranch to Mrs. Garfit, shaking her
mat for the last time, and bustling indoors.

Opening  the  orchard  pate.   Mrs.  Flanders